SCE&E XL]            BOTHWELL                     519

Eie I had borne this news out of the fight
To bid you fly."

Queen.             Where will God set mine end ?

I am wearied of this flying from death to death
That is my life, and man's : where'er I go,
From God and death I fly not: and even here
It may be they must find me.

Mary Beaton.                         Nay, not yet;

Take heart again, and fly.

Queen.                              O, this I knew.

Even by thine eyes I knew it a great while since
As now by mine.    Our end of fear is come,
That casts out hope as well.    Let us make hence.
Perchance our help is in Dumbarton yet
Upon the rock where I would fain at first
Have set my feet; how say you, Fleming, now?
May we there make us fast ?

George Douglas.                    The ways are thronged

With arms and noise of enemies ; everywhere
The land is full of death and deadly cries
From throats that gape for blood ; the regent's horse
Hold all the highway \ and the straiter lanes
Stand thick with peasant folk whose hands are armed
With staves and sickles in their rage caught up
To strike at you for fault of sword or pike
Wherewith to charge us flying : no way is left
But south to Galloway and Lord Henries' land,
Where you may breathe but for a doubtful day
In the sea's sight of r.efuge.

Maxwell.                            In God's name